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Chapter One 


Author's Notes: 

The Leicester tour stop Rick mentions is from the Hysteria UK tour, which saw the Leps at Leicester on I5 
September 1981. The line "it was Reagan on about the terrorists again" refers to the terrorist hijacking of a 
Pan-Am Boeing 147 flight on 5 September 198b [what is it with me and those poor hijacked planes?]. This 
incident, along with others carried out on the same year and into 1981, is what prompted Reagan to utter the 
now quotable lines: "They counted on America to be passive. They counted wrong,’ which appear in Def 


Leppard's "Gods of War." 
But enough [spotty] history lessons. On with the show. 


Heartfelt thanks to all the fine, fine people over at the Rockfic Writer's Group, who took the time to look 


through this and offer valuable crit and encouragement. That process lasted from 7 April-5 May. So you can 


imagine how nervous | am, posting this now. All my fingers are crossed. 


There was nothing to watch on the telly. 


They sat together on the bed, Rick with his second beer, Phil with the remote limp in his hands, staring as a 
plump little woman gutted a fish and fussed about freshly ground pepper. She dissolved sideways into a 
Mercedes Benz taking a corner and then it was Reagan on about the terrorists again and a blond was asking 


them if they wanted to make more money and then static and Phil switched it off in disgust. 


Rick was playing with Phil's ankle, hooking and unhooking his toes around Phil's tendon. He slid his toe up toward 
Phil's and kept it there for a while, swirling the warm dregs of his beer. Phil was looking at him, an odd, closed 


expression on his face. 
"So," Phil said at length. "That's it for watching the telly." 


The dregs disappeared in one quick gulp. "We could wander over to Joe's room and do whatever it is that he's 


doing." 


Rick said it without much enthusiasm. He knew what Joe was doing, knew how many he was doing, knew Joe 
probably didn't want them there at all. He spared a thought for Sav and Steve, out and about in town. Hadn't 
they asked him to come along? He'd declined. Wanted to rest. Sleep. 


Watch some telly. 


Brilliant idea, that. Steve had waved long fingers goodbye, Sav lingering by the doorway, waiting to see if maybe 
Rick would change his mind before he too walked off. 


Left alone in his room, Rick's head had begun to fill with air, drifting off to nothingness as he switched 
channels and thought that maybe this would be more fun with some company. A strange, hollow sensation had 
formed at his throat. His eyes felt heavy, his arm hanging limply over the bed covers, cradling the remote 
control. The room seemed too big. Too white. His ears were ringing, and he covered one with his hand and 


hunched up his shoulders to cover them both. 

This wasn't good. 

The bathroom light flicked on with a click and an industrial hum. The face staring at him from the mirror 
looked wasted. Matted hair, hollow eyes, yellow teeth. Hey, it said. What are you doing? He almost replied 
Instead, he stared at himself for a while and felt drowsiness curling its fingers around his temples. He saw 


himself pulling off his T-shirt, placing it over the counter. 


Today, he wasn't all right. He didn't look like himself. Not ever again. That bloody stump had a gash running 


along the middle and crooked suture wounds and there was coarse, curly hair below and you could see the 
bone underneath. He poked at it with his thumb, short echoes of pain running up along his skin 


"Ugly little bugger," he muttered. "Always have been, haven't you?" 

"Rick? What are you doing?" 

It was Phil, looking concerned. Puzzled. Rick fumbled for his shirt and began to pull it on. 
"Nothing," he said. "Wanna watch some telly?" 


That hadn't worked out quite right, now had it? He had company now, but he was still in bed, feeling heavy and 
alone and Phil seemed to be miles away. He sat next to Rick and crossed his ankles, fingers hooked together 
over his stomach, staring at the blank TV set as if willing it to do something interesting. This wasn't what Rick 
had envisioned. He rubbed his hand over his face. 


"Phil?" 
A grunt deep within the throat was the reply. 


He had nothing to say. He tried to force his mouth into some sort of sentence, but his tongue wouldn't work. 
He saw his hand rise and settle over Phil's temple. His skin was warm. 


"Kiss me," he heard himself say. Then he laughed and looked down at his empty beer bottle. "Shite. Where did 


that come from?" 
"I'll be buggered if | know," Phil said. The corners of his mouth had twitched up into a smile. 


Rick slid down the bed's headrest, pillows bunching up beneath him and his legs scuttling out below. "Buggered," 
he said, rolling the word around in his mouth. "Buggered" He let out a resigned laugh. His eyes turned to Phil 


"Fancy buggerin me, then? | feel like shite." 


"Don't fancy buggerin’ shite." Phil picked up a pillow and dumped it firmly over Rick's face. “That's the first 
sensible sentence I've heard outta you all night, though. Makes me want to reconsider. About shite, | mean, 
Even one-armed shite with a buzzin' head they can hear out all the way to Derbyshire. They probably hear it 
all the way out at the Hallamshire, I'd wager. Doctors are cupping hands ‘round their ears right now and 
thinking: Oh, good Lord, we should've kept him longer. Banged his head straight with therapy. Now he's out in 
some hotel, wishing he could give his right arm to get his left back." 


Rick heard the words from beneath the protective cover of the pillow. Was he blushing? He never could tell. 
His face felt hot. Phil didn't understand a bloody thing. He groaned and thought about giving his right arm to 
get his left back. That would screw up the entire set-up of his drum kit, wouldn't it? Expensive stuff, that. He 


pulled off the pillow and looked straight at Phil. His eyebrows were raised. Waiting. Rick felt his lips pulling into a 
pout. 


"Ah ah," Phil said "The correct response is: You don't understand." 
Rick blinked, then stretched his mouth into a grin 


"You don't understand," he said. 


* eK 


Rick closed his eyes. 


Phil's hand trailed along his chin, sliding down his jaw as fingertips traced his lips. Rick's breath curled around 
Phil's fingers as they travelled, slowly, along his cheek, his temple, tangling in his hair as Rick kissed them. A 
familiar darkness was beginning to steal into his subconscious, a tremulous ache that welled up between his 

legs and inched up his back. 


He nipped at Phil's fingers, his own taking tentative steps along Phil's stomach. Warm, yielding skin, palm sliding 
up toward his nipples, index and thumb wrapping around one. He twisted it. Phil leaned forward to run his 
tongue along his neck. The darkness intensified. Phil's hand was open, naked skin up his thigh, settling in the 
hollow between his hips. 


Breathe deeper. 


His arm wrapped around Phil's back, drawing him closer. Phil's tongue lapped at his nipple, circling, pressed hard 
against the tip, running along his chest and up toward his collarbone, hot, shallow breaths mingling with the 
cool tingle of saliva Phil nipped at his neck, then moved over him and Rick was sinking, his hand massaging the 
muscles along Phil's back. Lazy circles, flesh rushing into heat around his fingertips, warmth whispering into his 


subconscious. 
Phil chuckled, barely a breath. "Now comes the awkward bit, right?" 


Rick pressed his hand against the small of Phil's back, fingers slipping beneath the waistband of his jeans. He 
nodded. Phil grinned and began to unfasten his pants. Rick moulded his fingers over his and followed every 
motion, his hand slipping in as each button was undone, idly toying with the hairs along Phil's belly. Curl. Uncurl. 


Phil stood back to pull the jeans off, bouncing on one foot. He shook them aside with his right leg as he pushed 
down his briefs and stepped out of them and then he was standing naked, hands on his hips, looking thankful 
for the end of that ordeal. Rick's mouth pulled back into a rueful grin 


"And how are you gonna remove mine, then?" He coughed away some of the huskiness in his voice. "Gonna drag 


them right off? Very sexy, Phil." 


The reply came in the form of a kiss, and then there was nothing left of him. Dissolved into sensation. Lips 
tight and searching against his, endless, taking the breath out of his lungs, hands a coil around his waist. He 
barely noticed when he became naked. A scramble, panting, urgent hands, Phil's breath caressing his neck. The 
need to feel their bodies together, touching, sinking into each other's curves perfectly. Rick's legs wrapped 
around Phil's, holding his gaze. 


Remember to breathe. 

His hand found Phil's cock, curled around it, thumb rubbing along its length. Hardening. Phil moaned, eyes closing, 
head tilting back. Rick felt Phil's body tense, muscles tightening, pressing into his with quivering urgency, the 
scent trapped between them growing stronger. 


Sex. Lust. 


Rick kept his hand on Phil's erection, stroking as his tongue played along his nipples. He took one in his mouth, 
sucking gently, the comforting taste of flesh filling him; ran moistened lips over them as they hardened. He 
tasted the sweat on Phil's skin, salt flowing into his mouth as his tongue darted in and out, around and down to 
the smooth arch of his sides. His fingers slid down the length of Phil's cock and explored between his buttocks. 
Phil's back arched. The hard, tight skin of Phil's opening slid beneath Rick's finger before he slipped it in 


Phil hissed against his neck. 

Rick stopped. "No..?" 

"This is the moment," Phil answered, "when one wonders about lube." 

He seemed embarrassed, his head ducked. Rick didn't know whether to laugh or cry. He rested his head against 
Phil's chest, evening out his breathing as he tried to collect his thoughts. He heard Phil groan and realized his 
hand was still wrapped around his erection, thumb rubbing out a thoughtful pattern along the tip. He pinched 
at the head and delighted in the violent shiver that ran along Phil's body, echoing into his own. 

"V-Vaseline?" Phil grunted. 

There was an idea. Rick ran the tip of his tongue along Phil's neck and kissed his ear. 


"You have some?" 


Phil nodded, blue eyes half-shut as he gazed at Rick across a curtain of dishevelled hair. He sounded resigned, 


even as he laughed. 


"Lord knows why." 


* eK 


Rick was doing arithmetic. Phil had wrapped a towel around his waist and stumbled down the hall to his own 
room, muttering Vaseline, leaving the door to swing shut and Rick had begun to count his toes. Ten toes. Ten 
toes and five fingers. The arm lost. Two legs. One arm. Two heads. One arm. Three legs, maybe. Still one arm. 
One nose. That was good. But it had two nostrils, and it was still just the one arm. He flexed it and spread his 
fingers wide. Phil's scent was still on them. He held them against his nose, drowsy with the sharp, insistent 
scent of flesh and sweat and sex. 


Midnight noises echoed out from the hotel hall. Footsteps. A man's voice rumbling as a door was shut. The 
elevator ringing open and the click of heels and the thump of sneakers and ice striking a bucket in a jumble of 


rattles and snatches of lost conversations and the incessant hum of vending machines all in a row. 


He was alone again. Every noise existed just to remind him. He was sitting naked on a bed, fingers hovering, 
useless, over his mouth, breathing in sex and thinking of sex. He wanted so badly to crawl into Phil. Shut it all 
out. Mute that damn man out in the hall and his ice bucket and the ringing in his ears that he could never 
shut out. 


"There you go again, mate." Phil closed the door with his foot. "Can't leave you alone, can |? Head starts 


buzzing." 
He swallowed the clamour in his head. "Did you get it..?" 


Phil brandished a travel size jar of Vaseline. "Never attempt to pull on skin tight leather trousers without it" 


* eK 


Phil toyed with Rick's hair, wrapping curls around his long fingers, tucking stray strands behind his ear. He 
rubbed his hand slowly across Rick's forehead, Phil's blue eyes following every move he made: Every time 
Rick's lips parted, searching for air, the way his eyes dilated, his chest rising and falling, becoming one with 
Phil's heartbeat. He smiled at Rick, drawing him closer without a word. 


Breath was language. 
Fingers slid down his side, calloused and strong, firm over his hips. They ran along his shaft and he 


remembered to pull air into his lungs. Phil stroked him in lazy motions, palm to fingers to fingertips. Rick 
moaned, hips rising. Phil slipped one hand against the small of his back and guided him. Sensation was shrouded 


in breath and movement, pulsing along his veins, lost in the thrill of brushing against Phil's thighs and his cock, 
hard beneath Rick's fingers as Phil's hands pressed against his hips. He was on his stomach now. Phil's 
fingertips trailed down his buttocks and dipped into electric darkness along his inner thighs. Rick's body rose at 
the touch. Phil's free hand played along the hollow of his knees. God, it shouldn't feel that good. Phil quickened 


his strokes. Delirious pain. It shot up and down his spine and his groin and between his eyes. 


He rubbed his face against the covers, his breath hot against his face, his hair a tangle in his eyes. His mouth 
was dry. 


He needed to breathe. 


Breathe, he moaned, his voice lost in a violent shiver running up his spine as Phil's tongue lapped wet and hard 
between his legs. His arm groped for the covers, found Phil's wrist. He held on, gritting his teeth as Phil slid 
one slippery finger into his opening, tongue running over his back, cock firm against Rick's thigh. Phil withdrew 
his finger. Rick grit his teeth as he felt the head of Phil's cock press against his opening, slipping in as Phil 
gripped Rick's arched hips. 


Phil's cock slid inside him. 


Darkness and light crashed into each other, a rip in his fabric as a cry welled up in his mouth and his head 
thrashed and titted back. Strong arms wrapped around him, lifting him, crushing him and Phil into one body and 
Phil's hand curled around his cock, stroking him even as he ripped him apart. He pushed in deeper, his balls 
pressing against Rick's ass as he increased his thrusts, building a rhythm. Rick's hand found Phil's, felt his own 
erection. His mind was screaming, a fever pitch as his fingers stumbled and traced over Phil's and became ore, 
their bodies moving together as Phil pumped his cock and Rick guided him, hot, sticky sweat trapped between 
them. It choked his nostrils. 


The smell of sweat and sex and flesh. The pungent, tangy scent of Phil's body as he thrust into him-over and 
over, harder, deeper—wet skin sliding over his own. It mingled with something else. Something Rick couldn't 
describe, deep and insistent. 


He breathed it in. 


His mind burst, ripped into his flesh and tore him open as he came, crying out as thick, warm semen covered 
his hand and Phil's and Phil was groaning in his ear, panting, shuddering, crushing Rick to him as his cock jerked 
and they both came. His hand trailed up Rick's stomach, rubbing the semen into his skin as Rick's chest heaved 
and shivered, his lips running over Phil's arm, wet and insistent and their faces rubbed together, relieved and 


giddy and drunk on each other's scent. 


Rick released his breath. 


* eK 


Finger's trailed along his left shoulder. Phil's fingers. Rick burrowed deeper into the tangle that was the covers 
and pillows and Phil's long, lean body. The fingers pressed against his scar, exploring in wide, content circles. 


Pinpricks at his nerve ends. Raw. This pain he liked. Perverse pleasure. 

He opened his eyes. Phil was gazing at him. 

"You seem to be enjoying that," Phil said "Should you?" 

"It depends on when you ask. Right now, several body parts are rather jealous of this ugly stump of mine's.” 


He moved higher up on the bed, until his head was resting against Phil's hair and Phil's head was cradled 
against his chest. He could lie there forever, the thick, strong scent of Phil's hair in his nostrils, Phils palm 


rubbing thoughtfully along his left shoulder. 


Phil spoke at length, his breath warm against Rick's chest. "Do we have to be anywhere this morning? | mean 


anywhere that someone will kill us if we don't show up to." 


Rick wanted to hold onto Phil forever. He could feel the moment slipping away even as he tried to rein it in 


place. "Not that | know of" He knew Phil was going to pull away, climb out of bed. 


He slipped out of Rick's embrace with a lazy stretch, bending down to kiss his earlobe and throw him a good 


morning wink. 


Then he was padding naked toward the bathroom. Faucets sputtered and gurgled to life, the medicine cabinet 
shutting and closing as toothbrushes and shaving cream and razors and soap were set into motion. Phil's voice 
was pleasant, soothing him as Rick stretched out on the bed, burrowing into the cool edges under the covers, 


Toes wriggling in content. Phil was organizing his day out loud. 


"Gotta catch a bus out to town," he said. The razor scraped over his chin. "I love the catering we've got this 
time ‘round, but they just aren't all that creative when it comes to vegetarian eating. Know what | mean? | 


mean they've got grapes and oranges and all that, but that's not exactly a full course meal now, innit?" 


Rick ran his hand over his stomach. Phil was going grocery shopping then. He rubbed his left shoulder. Not 

such an ugly little bugger after all. The thought made him smile. His hand dipped down to his hip, pushing aside 
the covers. He curled his fingers around his pubic hair, fingertips brushing idly against his penis. It gave him a 
certain amount of pleasure, the fact that he was naked, in a hotel room, skin still warm from sleeping tangled 


in Phil. 


"Hope | don't get lost," Phil was saying, accompanied by the sound of a razor as he tapped it clean against the 
sink "What is this place again? | forget after the first ten cities." 


"Leicester, | think" 

Rick was gazing at his fingers. He pressed them against his nose. Phil's scent was still on them; and his. 
Lingering and haunting. He breathed it in, eyelids drooping. He felt rather naughty. A schoolboy again, with mum 
and daa downstairs and Marc Bolan set to ten on the stereo and him wanking himself blind Praying they 


wouldn't come up. Praying they would. 


Closing his eyes, he slipped a finger into his mouth. He rolled his tongue around the tip, felt the thrill of guilt 
mingle with the bitter aftertaste of sex. Phil. Him. Vaseline. 


Vaseline. 


Rick sat up, rubbing his finger clean against his neck and scrambling his legs out from beneath him. He 
searched along the right table's top, pushing aside ashtrays and a TV guide and a free, hotel postcard. Here we 


go. 
Hotel stationery and hotel logo pen. 


He settled comfortably on the bed, on his belly. It was easier to write that way. He could pin the paper in place 
with his chest. He pressed his tongue firmly against the side of his mouth, pen hovering over the paper. 


Phil was spitting out toothpaste and water, almost done with his morning ritudl. 


Rick threw caution to the wind, drew a deep breath, and scribbled out his message, joined letters making their 
ungainly way across the surface. The Art of Writing with Just One Arm. He hummed tunelessly to himself. 


The note slipped easily into the pocket of Phil's jeans and then the jeans slipped easily up Phil's legs and his hips 


and Phil was blowing him a melodrama of a Glam kiss, all waving palms and jutting hips, and slipping out the 


door and that was that. 


* eK 


The bus had hissed and bumped and rattled on its way for a good ten kilometres before Phil found the note. 
He slid it out of his pocket and stupidly wondered what it was. A Pakistani lady half-way buried behind bright 
yellow shopping bags was looking at him, her eyes lost in triangular pouches of flesh. 

He averted his gaze, coughing, and flipped open the note. 


Bye, luv. Buy lube. 


And there was Rick, all a doodle, crooked grin and stick legs and one stick penis and that one arm waving and 


the Pakistani lady was blinking small, curious eyes at him because he couldn't help but sputter out a schoolboy 
giggle. 


Took in one deep breath, held it, and laughed. 


© l-7 April 2005. With editing courtesy of the Rockfic Writer's Group. 


